WILLIAM DAVIS, THE GOLDEN FARMER
being frightened out of her wits at the bullying expressions
of the wicked one, gave him a purse of guineas, a gold watch
and a diamond ring, and they parted then as good friends
as if they had never fallen out at all.
Another time this desperado, meeting with the Duchess
of Albemarle in her coach, riding over Salisbury Plain,
was put to his trumps before he could assault her Grace,
by reason he had a long engagement with a postilion, a
coachman and two footmen before he could proceed in his
robbery; but having wounded them all, by the discharging
of several pistols, he then approached to his prey, whom
he found more refractory than his female Quaker had been,
which made him very saucy, and more eager for fear of any
passengers coming by in the meanwhile; but still her Grace
would not part with anything. Whereupon by main violence
he pulled three diamond rings off her lingers, and snatched
a rich gold watch from her side, crying to her at the same
time, because he saw her face painted: " You bitch incar-
nate, you had rather read over your face in the glass every
moment, and blot out pale to put in red, than give an
honest man, as I am, a small matter to support him on
his lawful occasions on the road," and then rode away as
fast as he could, without searching her Grace for any money,
because he perceived another person of quality's coach
making towards them, with a good retinue of servants
belonging to it.
Not long after this exploit, the Golden Farmer meeting
with Sir Thomas Day, a Justice of Peace living at Bristol,
on the road betwixt Gloucester and Worcester, they fell into
discourse together, and riding along he told Sir Thomas,
whom he knew, though the other did not know him,
how he was like to have been robbed but a little before
by a couple of highwaymen; but as good luck would have
it, his horse having better heels than theirs, he got clear of
them, or else, if they had robbed him of his money, which
was about forty pounds, they would certainly have undone
him for ever. " Truly," quoth Sir Thomas Day, " that would
have been very hard; but nevertheless, as you would have been
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